ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE L-A fart of Hyde Park.

Enter Lord BOXVILE and JULIETTA.

ORD B.   Lady, you are welcome to

the spring ; the Park
Looks fresher to salute you : how the

birds

On every tree sing, with more cheer-
fulness

At your access, as if they prophesied
Nature would die, and resign her providence
To you, fit only to succeed her!

JnL You express

A master of all compliment; I have
Nothing but plain humility, my lord,
To answer you.

Lord B. But I'll speak our own English,
Hang these affected strains, which we sometimes
Practise, to please the curiosity

Of talking ladies; by this lip thou'rt welcome, \Kissesher.
I'll swear a hundred oaths upon that book,
An't please you.

Enter TRIER, behind.

TrL They are at it

JuL You shall not need, my lord, I'm not incredulous^
I do believe your honour, and dare trust